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Summary:
The Graves Twins left off on beginning the ritual on their parents, but a new thought that divulges from Andrews original thinking enters his mind and a new plan takes shape in his brain on the grounds of humiliating and destroying his parents. His mother would be the first step in this humiliation plan of his.

Work Text:
“You Fuck Her.”

Mrs. Graves spoke with disappointment in her voice, as if she was staring at her own living failure of a son. “What!? No I don’t!” Andrew replied with an edge of an embarrassment streaking across his face,”Oh admit it Andrew! You fucked your sister, tie us up, and now you’re planning to kill us!? I’m not a fucking moron!” Mrs. Graves struggled in the Christmas lights she was tied up in, Mr. Graves was seated behind her. Both being bound by the wooden pole that held up the ceiling of the basement. “H-Honey, I’m sure our kids aren’t doing that kinda crap.” Mr. Graves spoke nervously, knowing his wife wasn’t perfectly stable like his daughter, he looked to the ropes he was bound to, struggling to no avail, he sat there for the mother son quarrel.

“Why would you imagine that mom!? Do you even hear yourself!?” Andrew would grit his teeth and give a fierce, unblinking stare at the person he once called his mother. “If it was my choice, I wouldn’t even fucking be here…” Mrs. Graves would sigh,”Listen…” She swallowed audibly,”I know I wasn’t the best to you guys. I shouldn’t have dumped Ashley on you, you were too young to have the responsibility of caring for your sister. I’m sorry.” She dipped her head and looked away from Andrew. “I-I’m so fucking sorry…”

Andrew would slowly walk up to his bound mother and kneel down to her eye level, lifting the blunt end of his hatchet to her chin. He raised his mothers head so they were face to face,”I don’t want to fucking hear it after what you just said. Say it again.” She would look at him in the eye nervously,”S-say what?” He’d smile,”That you abandoned us. That I fuck my sister. That you made Ashley my problem. THAT YOU FUCKED UP MY LIFE.” Mrs. Graves would look into her son's eyes with a look she never gave before, one of genuine fear and dread. “A-Andrew I-”
“DON’T FUCKING ANDREW ME YOU DUMB BITCH.” He would slap her across the face, leaving a red mark of his hand on her face. Standing up and grabbing the knot where his mother was bound,”Get up.” “W-what?” “I said. Get. Up.”

Andrew lifted his mother up by the knot of which she was bound, her legs wobbly and she slightly shivered, staying silent. “I’m taking you upstairs.” Mr. Graves would look behind him,”Andrew where are you taking he-” “Don’t worry about it dad. I’m not gonna kill your wife.” He scoffed smugly,”I’m just gonna make sure you two remember what it’s like to have a problem in your life again.” He tightened his grip on the knot and escorted his mother up the stairs, slightly laughing to himself. Mr. Graves sat there defeated and dropped his head, a wave of guilt washed over him,”What have we done…”

 

Moving upstairs, Andrew and Mrs. Graves walked to the bedroom unbroken by silence. A shade loomed over Andrew’s eyes, something his mother never had seen before yet again. Thoughts flooded her head, What is he planning? Did Ashley put him up to this to scare me? What does he mean by “Problem”? Before she could ask the next question in her head Andrew kicked the door down to the bedroom, little did Mrs. Graves know the door was already unlocked. Andrew shoved her into the bedroom and slammed the door behind him, turning around and slowly walking up behind his mother, his breath was hot and angry. Mrs. Graves knew that she was in trouble and the thoughts inside of her son's mind was something truly evil.

 

“Let me ask you something mom.” He wrapped his arm around her neck and pulled her close to him, she slightly winced at her son's tense action. “Were you happy when me and Ashley came into your life?” Her eyelids dropped halfway and her eyes moved slightly to her side,”I was. Then Ashley became the thorn in everyone's side the moment she was capable of conscious thought.” Andrew would laugh to himself manically and whisper in his mothers ear,”And you thought it would be a great idea to dump your shithead daughter onto me. Honestly it was a blessing in disguise, but it shouldn’t rob you of any guilt you feel.” Mrs. Graves shut her eyes and winced, muttering to herself,”What are you going to do to me Andrew?”

“I’m going to remind you of what it feels like to have your life ruined by the flick of someone's wrists.” Shortly after whispering that in her ear, Andrew cut the ropes Mrs. Graves was bound to. The rope falls to the floor with a thud and he grabs his mother by the throat, pinning her to the bed shortly after. “A-Andrew..Y-you sick fuck…Y-you’re gonna do this to your own mother..” His grin was ear to ear, similar to his own sister's grin. He tightened his grip with both hands and Mrs. Graves began to drool due to asphyxiation settling in. Her eyes began to close before he slightly loosened his grip,”Don’t think I’m gonna let you die that easily.” Mrs. Graves began to pant and grit her teeth tightly,”I knew it…Still a pussy from even when you were just at my hip.”

Andrew would gain an unnatural rage from deep within his soul, he felt his heart turn into tar at that moment and froze. Mrs. Graves' expression went from a smug scoff to a raw grin,”You never had it in you to kill your mother…Admit it.” Andrew shared the same raw grin back to her, this is when his mothers smile dropped and her eyes widened,”Y-you never planned on killing me did you?” As soon as those words left her mouth, Andrew forced her to the top of the bed and his manic laughter began again. Mrs. Graves began to resist her son, putting both of her hands on his arm, trying to force him to let go. “L-let m-me go Andrew. P-Please. D-Don’t do this.” Andrew would put his face next to his mothers and whisper,”Do what? Repeat the cycle of your mistakes? Knock you up again? Remind you of what a failure of a mother you are with another kid?”

Mrs. Graves face began to fill with fear, her worst nightmares were beginning to come to life. But there was something unusual manifesting in the back of her mind, a part of her that nobody besides her husband saw. She began to feel turned on by her son's behavior, butterflies began to swarm her stomach and her body began to feel warm. “There it is. So that’s where Ashley got it from. And you call us the sick fucks.” He would tighten his grip on his mothers neck again and more saliva began to drip from her lips. “Go on, admit it, you’re starting to enjoy this.” He began biting his mothers ear and soft whimpers began to leave her mouth. Her legs began to shake, her breaths became more and more sharp, Andrew scooched between his mothers legs on his knees and spread them out wide. He stopped his teasing nibbles and whispered fiercely,”Say it.”

“N-never.” He would sigh and chuckle, looking into his mothers soul with a tainted glare,”Wrong answer.” He began forcefully pressing his body against hers and Mrs. Graves let out a gasp of desperation, embracing him tightly and feeling his bulge against her already soaking cunt. He pinned his mother to the bed by her wrist and snarled, taking one arm off her and unzipping his pants. Letting them slowly shimmy off his legs, he moved his fingers to her clit and ran his fingers up her soaked panties, his fingers being covered in his mothers secretions. “I think I have proof right here that you’re turned on by your own son. Yet, I’m the sicko who fucks my sister.” Mrs. Graves felt shame and disgust of herself in that moment, but the lust that was built up over the past few minutes put on a mask of lust for her own son, so she drooled and looked at him with an empty stare.

He stuck the two fingers covered in his mothers fluids inside his mouth, letting his tongue and saliva mix with the delectable taste of his mothers nectar. “Tastes just like hers.” He said while chuckling to himself, looking back into his mothers eyes. He placed his hand back on her wrists and she whimpered as a result. “P-please…A-andy don’t do this.” That’s when he snapped, the constant restraint to do the same thing to Ashley finally erupted with him, thoughts just kept flooding his head. ANDY THIS, ANDY THAT, FUCK ANDY. I’M FUCKING ANDREW. These thoughts kept flowing like a river, until they finally exploded. “My…Name…Isn’t…Fucking…ANDY!”

He ripped off his mothers skirt and took off his sweater, and lowered his boxers for his cock full of fury to spring out. Moving his mothers panties out of the way, he was ready to desecrate the womb he once came from himself. “W-wait A-andy P-PLEASE!” She spoke.

Andrew gritted his teeth and the next moment, he was against his mothers womb with his cock.

She screeched with fear, his grip tightened and he began thrusting his cock into her surprisingly tight walls, molding them to his length. Being practically suffocated in his mothers cunt, he groaned and growled for her body. Mrs. Graves' tears began to flow at what became of her and her son. “A-ANDREW S-STOP!” “SHUT UP YOU STUPID FUCKING WHORE!” He moved his mouth to hers and pressed his lips against his mothers, letting his tongue invade her mouth. Completely melting any strength she had left. Her eyes fell empty and her body became limp, almost like she gave up any strength to stop what’s happening and just accept being her sons fuck doll.

Andrew didn’t care what she did, all that mattered to him was his mothers womb being stained with his semen. His thrusts got deeper, his tongue got rougher, and his attitude got more and more rabid by the second, he felt so much gratification for fucking his mothers corpse-like body. She felt nothing, her mind was initially muddled but now it’s blank, almost like her mind was broken by the sheer thought of her son cumming inside of her womb. Andrew felt his cock getting harder, throbbing and growing more and more by the second, he knew he wouldn’t last much longer.

He moved his hands to his mothers hips and began forcing her to his base, he knew her hands wouldn’t be moving any time soon. Mrs. Graves' lifeless body just laid there and took every inch as her head fell to the side and drool flowed like a river from her mouth, rocking with each thrust of her son's cock. Andrew growled and picked up his mother by her hips and all of the pain, anger, guilt, and stress was let out in one swift motion.

And in the next moment, his fluids began to flood Mrs. Graves womb. He pushed his cock against it and practically broke her cervix, ensuring not a single ounce leaked out of the women that screwed up his entire life. He took one breath and suddenly felt nothing, like his mother was just another corpse he and Ashley needed to get rid of. Mrs. Graves was lifeless, only letting out light whimpers and moans from the sheer lust and anger she felt by her son.

Andrew pulled out of his mother and his cock twitched,”Almost like you were happy to come back home. Maybe you and Ashley were right, I am fucked up.” He pulled up his pants and zipped them, pulling a deck of cigarettes from his pocket, slightly crinkled due to his actions on his mother and lit one. He took a pull and felt invigorated, letting out a relaxed sigh as smoke began to fill the room. He slightly coughed and looked back to his mother.

She hadn’t moved from the position that he left her in. He sat up and walked over to the side of the bed her head was facing, crouching down to her eye level. He stared into her cold and lifeless eyes, her cheeks stained with tears and make up, and not a word from the corpse's mouth. “Now you know how it feels to be someone else's plaything. I feel like dad should see you in this state.” Those words went through one ear and out the other, the amount of shame she felt was immense, she didn’t feel like she even deserved to live. But before another thought of ending it all passed, he grabbed her by the arm and dragged her off the bed, hoisting her to his chest. He has taken out a chopped up corpse before, he was used to this feeling.

Andrew began dragging his mother back to the basement with her feet sliding and scraping across the floor. Dropping with each step passed and eventually hitting the concrete floor,”Son! You’re back-” before Mr. Graves could finish his sentence, he saw his wifes lifeless body in his son's arms. His face was paralyzed from seeing his own son carrying his mothers half nude and broken corpse. Andrew dropped her body to the floor and kneeled to his father,”Hope you’re ready dad. Mom is expecting again.”